23 8                STAGE  CONFIDENCES
No use; on went the giggling and whispering. At last, in the very middle of a speech, wrath overcame him. He stopped dead. That sudden stop was my cue. Instantly I spoke. Good heaven! he whirled upon me like a demon. I understood that a mistake had been made, but it was not mine. I knew my cue when I got it. The humble Rosalia was forgotten. With hot resentment my head went up and back with a fling, and I glared savagely back at him. A moment we stood in silent rage. Then his face softened, he laid the fingers of his left hand on his lips, extending his right with that unspeakably deprecating upturning of the palm known only to the foreign-born. An informing glance of the eye toward the right, followed by a faint " Pardon ! " was enough. I dropped back to meek Rosalia, the scene was resumed, the cloud had passed. But one man who had been looking on said : " By Jove! you know, you two looked like a pair of blue-eyed devils, just ready to rend each glanced off warningly and snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
